CHAPTER TWENTY-SEX
Paradise regained
WE left Cannes with very heavy hearts, but as we
neared Rocquefort4es~Pins we felt our spirits grow
lighter and lighter. It was a perfect summer evening, there
was a gentle breeze all the way stealing down from the
mountains and there was, after all, a great sense of relief
in leaving the hysterical crowd behind us. My wife
had one great happiness before her, and I think it almost
atoned for our dreary home-coming. Elizabeth Russell,
when she had left for America, had given us her favourite
dog, Chunkie, and my wife had parted from him with
extreme reluctance. Our return was in a way, for we
are both dog lovers, marvellous. As we turned into
the avenue we saw a depressed little white dog seated
on one of the stone flags outside the house. We saw
him prick up his ears at the sound of the car, we saw his
head a little on one side, listening and sniffing; a few
seconds later he was tearing down towards us, mad with
excitement. We stopped the car, and for a time Chunkie's
joy at seeing us again made us forget our own heavy hearts.
We had mad caresses from him and there seemed to be a
queer sort of haunting pathos in his present wild state which
told us what he had suffered. Then, too, Marc's broad
smile was in itself a welcome, and the smile of the village
dame a toutfaire, whom he had engaged for us, made it all
seem like a genuine home-coming. We walked round
the grounds which we had left with little expectation of
ever seeing again, even the pigeons came out and took a
little notice of us, and a strange dog who had attached
himself to the premises for some months came out to add
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